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' here now a month, and will give you an account of ' my way of life. Here are a great many agreeable 'English gentlemen; we are about nine or ten as 'smart bucks as any in England. We constantly ' breakfast together, and then either go and see sights, ' or drive about the outlets of Rome in chaises; but ' the horses are very bad, and the chaises do not follow ' well. We meet before dinner at the English coffee-' house, where there is a very good billiard-table, and ' very good company. From thence we go and dine ' together by turns at each other's lodgings. Then, ' after a cheerful glass of claret, for we have made a
* shift to get some here, we go to the coffee-house ' again ; from thence to supper; and so to bed. I do ' not believe that these Romans are a bit like the old
* Romans; they are a parcel of thin-gutted, sniveling, ' cringing dogs, and I verily believe that our set could ' thrash forty of them. We never go among them; ' it would not be worth while: besides, we none of us 'speak Italian, and none of those Signers speak ' English: which shows what sort of fellows they are. ' We saw the Pope go by the other day in a procession, ' but we resolved to assert the honour of Old Eng-' land; so we neither bowed, nor pulled off our hats, ' to the old rogue. Provisions and liquor are but bad 'here; and, to say the truth, I have not had one 'thorough good meal's meat since I left England. ' No longer ago than last Sunday, we wanted to have ' a good plum-pudding: but we found the materials ' difficult to provide, and were obliged to get an Eng-' lish footman to make it. Pray, sir, let me come 'home; for I cannot find that one is a jot the better 'for seeing all these outlandish places and people.